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	1. Chapter 1

**Rescue Ink**

Carlisle Cullen is a pillar of the community. He's a humane veterinarian/philanthropist who owns an animal hospital and shelter. He's a loving husband, a devout father, and his three sons follow in his footsteps as well as on his Harley. They're tattooed bad boys who right the wrong to protect and save. They have hearts that fall in love with the blink of an eye. Well, except for the middle one, Edward.

Disclaimer: I own nothing Twilight.

I am still blessed with my beta, Fran, as we begin a new adventure. Hopefully, I will have my quad squad too. I have two so far.

**Chapter One: The Take Down**

**EPOV**

Riding my bike through the gusty wind, I maneuver easily from one lane to the other. It's a brisk night as the full moon bathes a path of light across the Crescent City Bridge to the Westbank. I have my jacket collar up, gloves on and I keep my head low.

I look over at my dad next to me always in sync with my every movement. He nods his head and we continue on.

Shadowing the both of us, Jasper and Emmett follow behind; a solid square of Harleys.

Within fifteen minutes, we arrive at our destination and cut our engines.

"Garrett and the guys are spread throughout the crowd, so keep your eyes up and open. We don't need any chance for error." Dad looks at Jazz. "And Jasper, when I signal to you, you lay one upward."

Jasper nods. "Yes, sir."

"Emmett?" Dad questions.

"Yeah, Dad?"

He shakes his head. "Just be you, son."

He smirks dimples deep, tilts his head to the side and whispers, "Oh, you don't have to worry about that."

Dad chuckles then glances at me. "Just don't hit anyone unless it's necessary, Edward."

We each take off in different directions for the mosh pit of bulls.

The deeper I head into the Bayou, the louder the crowd roars and the quieter nature becomes.

People stand around or sit in sports chairs drinking beer or a Hurricane.* The women flaunt their fur coats, stiletto Louboutins and dripping Tiffany bobbles. Their smug nose jobs, fake boobs and Botox injections tighten their faces to where they can barely lift their lips to smile with bugged eyes. Their partners are either a boy-toy barely legal to a fat-cat, potbellied, balding wad of dough.

I slide through the crowd eyeing the situation. There are piles of sandbags that form a square fighting ring. On one side, a large male pit bull stands at attention with the owner or trainer in full protective gloves. They face another pit bull and handler waiting for the beginning of the match. It's a smaller dog that's leaner and younger. I can imagine the quickness and experience of the older dog ripping this pup to shreds.

I laugh to myself and mumble, "Fat chance that's going to happen."

To the side, there are cages stacked in the corner with panting dogs whining from the cold.

I glance to my right and see Dad signal Jasper. Jazz pulls his Glock upward and fires.

The crowd freezes and stares. The silence deafens.

Dad walks closer to the sandbags and announces, pacing back and forth, "I apologize for the interruption, ladies and gentlemen." He clears his throat and scans the masses. "But we can't allow any matches, tonight … or any night."

The uprising begins and Dad still stands his ground. Garrett and five of our guys with protective gear grab the dogs' leashes and cages and begin to take them away to our hospital van. One of the handlers doesn't resist, but the other pulls out a gun and orders, "If you leave now, I won't harm any of you."

Some of the crowd becomes rowdy, shouting obscenities and pushing one another.

Our men aim their guns and cock their barrels in domino timing ...

One …

after …

the …

other …

surrounding the crowd.

Dad calmly instructs, "Look, Ricky." The handler looks surprised. "Yeah, I know who you are. If you just put down your gun, we won't harm you."

The handler slowly places his gun on the ground and surrenders with his hands up as he stands.

Emmett comes around the corner, picks up the firearm and boldly laughs. "It's good for you I'm the one retrieving your piece." He gestures towards me. "You don't want to rile up my little brother."

I smirk as I stand with my nunchucks in my hands.

Dad continues with the death stare, "Now, you want to beat up one another, be my guest, go right ahead and make more money, but heed my warning. If I have to come back here because of cruelty to any animal, I will drag your ass off and treat you with the same care. And believe me; you don't want to get Edward angry."

Dad pulls on his collar, starts to walk away and stops. "Don't try anything funny … You are surrounded. My boys don't fucking miss."

He walks out from the crowd with the rest following behind.

A gun cocks and Jasper turns in lightning speed and fires at the perp's feet. "Now, that was a warning shot. I will go higher." He points his gun at the guy's crotch.

As we walk away, we leave them all in utter silence.

_***RI***_

We arrange to meet up at Saints and Sinners on Bourbon. I'm hungry, thirsty and need to wind down.

Dad and Emmett remain outside waiting for the others while Jazz and I enter the bar. Jazz rubs his hands together smiling. "I'm gonna eat me some shrimp and grits and a piece of that red velvet cake with a huge glass of Abita beer."

"Whatever floats your boat, brother!" I approach a waitress to get the back room since there are twenty-five of us. It's a relatively quiet Wednesday night and the room is available.

Dad and the rest of the guys walk back and take their seats. They are all abuzz with the victory. Everyone has a beer in hand; Dad stands and raises his glass. "No dog went down tonight."

Someone shouts out, "And Edward didn't beat anyone."

All laugh.

"Hey, there was no need," my arrogance shows in my words. "If I have to play the badass, so be it."

Emmett roars, "He's still cocky and he didn't do a fucking thing."

I shrug. "Sometimes I don't have to."

Dad smiles and rubs my shoulder. "You did great. You all did. Best takedown in a long time. We got the dogs and no one got hurt."

Jazz giggles, "Well, I could have shot me off a cock."

More laughter.

"You didn't need to Jazz, he pissed himself," Emmett points out.

Dad shakes his head. "Well, your mama said she was really proud, so eat up and get moving. I want to get home to my lady."

Emmett hoots, "Yeah. I want to go home to my Rose and give her some loving from my fine self."

I huff, "And you call me arrogant."

Emmett points. "I didn't call you arrogant. You're cocky."

Jazz chuckles, "A big dick."

I laugh. "You've been looking at my dick, again?"

Everyone roars.

Jasper throws up his arms. "Hey, I'm always on your side."

"Just don't be looking at my front side," I tease.

Jasper gets all red in the face; I grab him in a headlock and kiss the top of his head. "Love you, Jazz."

He relaxes as I let him go and he pops me one. "Don't fucking kid around about that."

I raise my hands to surrender.

"Looks like baby brother has a hot head like Edward," Emmett booms.

Jasper shrugs and gives Emmett a death stare. "And don't you forget that, Em."

"Hey, I'm the cute, funny one. You're the gunslinger and Edward's the stick basher," he playfully chuckles.

"Nunchucks," I yell at him.

"Don't get your panties in a knot, Ninja Bro, I know." He smiles.

Dad shakes his head. "Let's order and eat."

We settle down to our meals. I watch my little brother eat two huge helpings of barbecued shrimp and grits, as I woof down Miss Lulu's Classic Jambalaya. Emmett has a passion for the appetizers and eats all six on the menu while not sharing a bite. Dad sits at the other side of the table, but I can bet he's got a huge bowl of rice and beans.

We finish with dessert and head out our separate ways. Jazz and I go to the animal hospital to check on the dogs, while Dad heads home to Mom and Emmett to Rosalie. She's scarier than a pit bull.

Jazz and I ride towards the hospital's rear entrance and see two burly guys at the door. We pass by quickly, ride to the front and carefully make our way to the back. I trigger the automatic lights and blind them in their spot.

Jasper stands to one side with both hands on his Glock, feet wide apart and arms extended ready to fire.

I slowly approach them, swinging my nunchucks from shoulder to shoulder. "Now, what do we have here? It's almost three a. m. and you don't have any animals to bring in, so I can only surmise that you are trying to break in and help yourselves to one of ours?"

The taller one smugly spits, "Cullen, you took our dogs."

"You want to take this up with the police, Ricky?" He says nothing. "I didn't think so." I sigh. "And I thought it was going to be an easy takedown."

"You and your group …"

I interrupt, "Gang. We are a biker _gang_."

"You and your _gang_ are a pain in my ass," Ricky complains.

I smart mouth, "I was thinking the same thing about you and your dog abusers."

Ricky pulls out his gun and Jazz cocks his. "Oh, I wouldn't do that, Ricky. I was itching to blow away someone's dick tonight."

"I want my dogs," he threatens.

I shake my head and frown. "That's not going to happen. You either leave or we help you leave."

"I want my dogs, Cullen," he roars and lifts his gun.

Well, that was enough for Jazz and he shoots Ricky's weapon out of his hand. The other guy runs.

I pick up the gun while Ricky rolls around on the ground, screaming he's going to kill us.

"You can't find good hired help these days."

Jasper's on his cell to the police and within minutes, they take a very unhappy Ricky away.

We finally walk into the all-night clinic area. Jessica and Angela are at the receiving desk all smiles.

Angela asks, "I already checked out the dogs."

Jasper asks, "How bad?"

"All seventeen are malnourished. Yes, we fed them and started them on vitamins. Two, we couldn't handle. They were very high-strung in behavior, so we left a bowl in their cage. And there one that's very pregnant. We have her separated from the rest," Angela reports.

"Where's Lauren?" I ask.

Angela answers with her face down, "She went home."

Jasper sighs. "What was her excuse this time?"

"As soon as the dogs were brought in she developed a headache," Jessica adds.

I say, "Well, three strikes she's out. I'm sick of her coming in late and going home early, Angela."

"I'll find a replacement," Angela answers.

"Thank you." I look at Jazz. "Let's do it."

I put my arm around his shoulder and we walk to the holding area. God knows what we will indeed find.

_***RI***_

*The Hurricane … INGREDIENTS IN THE HURRICANE COCKTAIL

White Rum 2 oz.

Dark Rum 2 oz.

Lime juice 1 oz

Orange juice 1 oz

Passion Fruit juice 2 oz

Simple syrup .5 oz

Grenadine .5 oz

For garnish 1 orange wheel and a cherry

Glass: Hurricane

**HOW TO MAKE THE HURRICANE COCKTAIL**

Add all the ingredients to a shaker and fill with ice.

Shake, and strain into a large Hurricane glass filled with fresh ice.

Garnish with an orange half-wheel and a cherry.

_***RI***_

And go check out Fran's FF page for our friend, Meli. '**Words of Love for Meli' **id: 7714837

**Multiple stories in honor of this wonderful girl and her plight.**

**Many of the authors are on my list below.**

**Time for recs: Authors with one of their stories.**

Postapocalypticdepository id: 4165532, OhGeeFantasy id: 4486773,

DiniaSteel id: 3225194, jane-with-a-y id: 2434729,

bornonhalloween id: 1784930, Nolebucgrl id: 1901714,

AshesAshes83 id: 4246885, Edward's Eternal id: 1986894,

HopeSparkles id: 3076873, shouldbecleaning id: 505746,

RobsFan-tasy01 id: 2751935, camoozle id: 1918869,

RRose id: 2756124, pattyrose id: 1965286,

Shadow Masen id: 312528, Robsmyyummy Cabanaboy id: 10168983,

deJean Smith id: 11166253, fyrebirch id: 11777818

skittlesmomma27 id: 11293216, mrsmcavoy23 id: 11300948,

Stilldreaming85 id: 5302124, winterhorses id: 11279553,

2brown-eyes id: 11142130, vampiregirl93 id: 11245905,

readingmama id: 6867084, purpleC305 id: 10615945,

bicyclesarecool id: 10084722, NewTwilightFan id: 11037257,

Now Taking Numbers id: 11431228, cullenlvr83 id: 10477950,

tiffanyanne3 id: 11334948, Miss Baby id: 11867871

Bubbleybear id: 11487184, backwardglance id: 11140333,

AlmondEyes1234 id: 11485246, LatteLemon id: 10791878,

MyWindowIsOpen id: 11517358. melistories id: 11278440,

sweetwordsofmine id: 11475505, staringatthesky id: 11583406,

FICTIONAL-STAR id: 6872218, AGothicReader id: 11595509,

archy12 id: 11510091, Twilightsavedme id: 11593269,

EllieJacks id: 11543233, littlemissvampire1854 id: 11716598,

ceceprincess1217 id: 11042171, The Reading Maniac id: 11706597,

heartfortwilight id: 11722297, 101BlankPages id: 11735711

Chatterboxcharlie id:11693828 Kestra EchoWolf id: 11760678

wildlotus1 id: 11731175 SparrowNotes24 id:11793793


	2. Chapter 2

**Rescue Ink**

Carlisle Cullen is a pillar of the community. He's a humane veterinarian/philanthropist who owns an animal hospital and shelter. He's a loving husband, a devout father, and his three sons follow in his footsteps as well as on his Harley. They're tattooed bad boys who right the wrong to protect and save. They have hearts that fall in love with the blink of an eye. Well, except for the middle one, Edward.

Disclaimer: I own nothing Twilight.

I am still blessed with my Beta, Fran, as we begin a new adventure. I have two of my quad squad.

A/N: I always thank readers for their alerts and favorites. I am more than overwhelmed by the massive response for 'Rescue Ink'. So please, forgive me for no longer sending thank yous for alerts and favorites. This truly cut into my writing time. **BUT **I will always respond to reviews.

**Chapter Two: The Aftermath**

**EPOV**

Jasper and I take our time with each dog and exam them together, accessing their wounds and the flea and tick issue. Only two of them need sedation so far for rambunctious behavior. They are all quiet and fast asleep …. finally.

Angela and Jessica prepare the flea baths and take two of the smaller dogs to treat. So we'll get these love-starved, neglected animals back to health and find them good homes in no time.

I have to admit the little dog that was set to fight takes my heart. He's a playful pup with a good disposition. I find myself petting and playing with him. He's below weight with no exterior wounds.

Jasper watches me. "I think you found a friend, Edward."

I smile. "Yeah, Jazz, he's a cute little guy, and it looks like they didn't have him for very long. It's a damn shame they were going to throw him out there." I sigh and continue to pet him. "Yeah, boy, you're a good dog.

"It's a sacrifice bout," Jasper says with disdain, "They throw him out there to get ripped to shreds to egg on the crowd."

I shake my head. "That's fucking sick."

"I got something sicker for you. It's the latest craze in dog fighting," Jasper seethes.

"What?" I ask.

"Two terrified dogs are locked in the trunk of a car. That's two terrified dogs locked in a cramped, dark trunk, with blasting music from rear speakers. The guys ride around until they don't hear anymore fighting. They stop the car, open the trunk, and the deceased dog is declared the loser. The really sad part? They toss the dead dog out like trash leaving the poor animal on the side of the road. The winner lives to do it all over again."

"That happened here?" I ask.

Jasper shakes his head. "No, Miami."

"Jesus, who thinks of these things?"

"From what I understand, they have major dog fights in Vietnam; high stakes and many dogs for the offering."

I walk over to the last dog and take her from the cage. She's a little mama. "Jazz, this one's with pups."

He joins me at the examination table, and we find, she too, has an infestation of fleas, and old wounds.

"My guess is that they had her on hiatus until she gave birth which might be soon," Jasper notes.

I take her temperature, and it is lower than expected. "She's at ninety-nine."

"Guess we stay for the night, Edward, she may need us."

"Yeah, good idea."

Jasper questions, "I wonder why she was at the fights. What would they do with a pregnant dog?"

"I don't know. She's more valuable to them with pups on the way," I ponder.

"Could have been they knew she was due soon and kept a watch." He shrugs his shoulders.

Angela and Jessica return with two, clean, flea-less dogs.

Angela quips, "Two down and four to go."

Jasper grabs a dog and looks up at me. "You watch the little mama, and I'll help Angela and Jessica."

"Okay, and Angela, you'll call and find a replacement for Lauren?" I ask.

"Sure thing, Edward, first thing after eight."

"Good, and when all of you are done, we'll treat the mama. I don't want her giving birth with fleas. We don't need infected pups," I say.

"We can do that, Edward, and let the girls go home." Jasper holds a dog and walks out of the room.

_***RI***_

All the dogs are squeaky clean, in their cages and at peace.

Before she leaves, Angela tells me to expect a prospective new hire within the hour for nine a.m.

In the meantime, we treat the mama with a calming shampoo and flea conditioner. I dry her with warmed towels and a gentle massage, as Jasper clips her nails. Hey, just like any woman, she receives excellent treatment. She's a sweet girl and licks the both of us.

Jasper excitedly says, "I really want to be here when she delivers.

_***RI***_

Five minutes to nine, a petite female with short, dark hair and the biggest, blue eyes walks into the reception area. She wears a slim, dark skirt just above her knees and a matching jacket with a pale blue blouse. Her shoes have a moderate height to the heel, and they match her blouse. I watch her approach the desk in a graceful, catlike manner. She looks up at me and smiles.

"Hi, I'm here for the receptionist and aide job." She extends her hand. "I'm Alice Brandon."

"Nice to meet you, Alice. I'm Edward Cullen; I'm one of the vets here. My brother, Jasper, and I will be conducting your interview."

Jasper shouts out, "Edward, come quickly. She's giving birth!"

"Please, excuse me, Alice, I need to assist my brother. Make yourself comfortable." I head for the back area, and funny, Alice follows me.

Jasper has 'the mama' in our birthing section. We have an area with easy-to-clean, padded cushions for the comfort of the birthing mother. He leans over the side watching the second pup being born. Mama cleans the first pup ridding it of the placenta. This continues … seven times.

Jasper finally looks up, sees Alice and does a double take. He smiles at her, and she blushes.

"You must be the new hire," he says.

She shyly answers, "I'm Alice."

I think my little brother just fell in love.

"And I wish I was the White Rabbit," he chokes and extends his hand to her, "I'm Jasper Whitlock Cullen, DVM."

With a slight giggle, she shakes his hand. "I'm Alice Brandon CVA, but in one more year, I'll be a DVM."

_Yeah, he's in love,_ I say to myself.

By the fifth pup, our mama needs some help from the exhaustion.

Alice looks at Jasper and me and asks, "Do you mind?" She points to one of the pups.

We shake our heads as she slides on gloves and picks it up. "I see a flea."

Jasper and I examine the ears, and sure enough, there is a flea.

The three of us get to work. Jasper fills one of the smaller sinks with warm water. I place dish soap on a plate while Alice throws off her jacket and gently holds a pup drenching its body until soaked. We drain the sink and lather up the pup. Immediately, another flea runs toward her eyes. Alice picks the flea up and places it in the soap, suffocating it to death. We repeat this process again, rinse the pup clean, dry him off and place him in a newborn bed. Eight times later, all the babies rest together, and we treat mama with the same care.

Once we rid the little family of fleas, we reunite them so mama can feed her brood. Each pup latches on, and they suckle contently.

Jasper, Alice and I watch on with tired smiles.

I glance over at Alice. She will fit in great here. Then, I notice a tear in her blouse with a nasty stain. "Sorry about your blouse, Alice. We can replace that for you."

She scoffs, "Oh, don't be silly."

Jasper praises, "Thank you for your help, you were wonderful."

She shyly smiles, "Oh, you're welcome. I hope it means I got the job."

Jasper and I simultaneously say, "Yes."

We all laugh.

"Welcome to the family, Alice." I give her a hug and wink at Jasper.

He pushes us apart. "My turn." He hugs Alice, and they just seem to glow. "Besides, in a year, we'll need another vet."

"Wow, that's a promised promotion," she giggles.

"I'll put it in writing," Jasper insists.

"When do I start?"

Jasper answers, "I think you already have."

I interject, "Your shift is 11 p.m. to 7 a.m. Will that be a problem?"

She smiles. "No, it's perfect. I have late afternoon classes."

"We have a refrigerator, freezer and microwave if you want to bring food from home. Yet, many times, we do provide meals," I say.

Alice kids, "You provide pizza and burgers?"

"No, actually, Jazz and I cook. We bring in food all the time." I surprise her.

She smiles. "I'm impressed." She looks at Jasper. "What's your favorite dish?"

"I make a barbecued shrimp and grits to die for," he brags.

She giggles, "Then, kill me now, Jasper."

The door swings open and in walks Dad.

Jasper greets, "Hey, Dad, meet our new hire."

Dad furrows his brows, "Lauren?" We nod, as he sighs, "Oh good, so who have we here?"

"Dad, meet Alice Brandon, CVA and on her way to DVM," Jasper spouts proudly. "Alice, this is our father and founder, Carlisle Cullen."

Alice walks to him with her hand outstretched. Dad shakes it, then hugs her. "You're a blessing, Alice."

"Thank you, Dr, Cullen."

"Oh no. No, Dr. Cullen, please, call me Carlisle."

I add, "She already helped with birthing this morning."

Dad glows, "Well, then call me, Dad!"

I mumble, "I think she will be soon enough."

Jasper elbows me.

_***RI***_

Dog tired, I laugh at my pun and walk through my front door, hanging my helmet and jacket on the hall tree. I slide out of my boots, roll off my socks, and kick them to the side. I go through my mail, throw it on the dining room table and make my way to my ensuite.

Living alone has its advantages. I can throw things where they land, clean when I want, and walk naked from room to room.

By the time I make it to my bathroom, my clothes fall behind me in a line. I stare in the mirror checking out my stubble and decide I need a shave. I run the water in the shower and wait for it to heat.

My cock aches for attention.

I hate to admit it, but I forgot my last sexual encounter. Time doesn't allow me many intimate moments unless it's with myself. I laugh at that thought. I admit I'm selective. I want the 'right' one. I want a woman who can think for herself, act like a lady and be monogamous.

I don't cheat, so they don't cheat.

Steam floats around me, and I enter the shower still stroking my throbbing cock. Under the hot stream, I lay my palm high on the tile and continue massaging myself, letting the sensation build. Bucking my hips with my movements, I reach my orgasm with my eyes closed and breathe out my contentment.

I smile.

Jazz complains about his shower time. Soon, he'll have company.

_***RI***_

A few hours later, I groggily awake to the sound of my cell. Emmett excitedly says to get my ass down to the hospital. We have trouble.

_***RI***_

DVM: Doctor of Veterinary Medicine

CVA: Certified Veterinary Assistant

_***RI***_

And go check out Fran's FF page for our friend, Meli. '**Words of Love for Meli'**

**Multiple stories in honor of this wonderful girl and her fight.**

: / / w w u/7714837 / Words-of-Love-for-Meli

**Many of the authors are on my list below.**

**Time for recs: Authors with one of their stories.**

Postapocalypticdepository id: 4165532, OhGeeFantasy id: 4486773,

DiniaSteel id: 3225194, jane-with-a-y id: 2434729,

bornonhalloween id: 1784930, Nolebucgrl id: 1901714,

AshesAshes83 id: 4246885, Edward's Eternal id: 1986894,

HopeSparkles id: 3076873, shouldbecleaning id: 505746,

RobsFan-tasy01 id: 2751935, camoozle id: 1918869,

RRose id: 2756124, pattyrose id: 1965286,

Shadow Masen id: 312528, Robsmyyummy Cabanaboy id: 10168983,

deJean Smith id: 11166253, fyrebirch id: 11777818

skittlesmomma27 id: 11293216, mrsmcavoy23 id: 11300948,

Stilldreaming85 id: 5302124, winterhorses id: 11279553,

2brown-eyes id: 11142130, vampiregirl93 id: 11245905,

readingmama id: 6867084, purpleC305 id: 10615945,

bicyclesarecool id: 10084722, NewTwilightFan id: 11037257,

Now Taking Numbers id: 11431228, cullenlvr83 id: 10477950,

tiffanyanne3 id: 11334948, Miss Baby id: 11867871

Bubbleybear id: 11487184, backwardglance id: 11140333,

AlmondEyes1234 id: 11485246, LatteLemon id: 10791878,

MyWindowIsOpen id: 11517358. melistories id: 11278440,

sweetwordsofmine id: 11475505, staringatthesky id: 11583406,

FICTIONAL-STAR id: 6872218, AGothicReader id: 11595509,

archy12 id: 11510091, Twilightsavedme id: 11593269,

EllieJacks id: 11543233, littlemissvampire1854 id: 11716598,

ceceprincess1217 id: 11042171, The Reading Maniac id: 11706597,

heartfortwilight id: 11722297, 101BlankPages id: 11735711

Chatterboxcharlie id:11693828 Kestra EchoWolf id: 11760678

wildlotus1 id: 11731175 SparrowNotes24 id:11793793


End file.
